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Scheduled for revival on the spring 
concert will be "The Singing Yankees". 
The number is based on the fabulous 
Hutchinson Family. They were talented, 
stubborn, gay, eccentric, full of cour¬ 
age and humor and were America’s most 
famous band of family singers. New 
Hampshire farmers turned troubadours, 
they sang the breadth and length of the 
young Republic in the early 1800's. The 
suite first performed in 1942 had as its 
cast ELOISE MOORE, HENRY SWISKO, BILLY 
REILLY AND WC; in 1950 JANET CAMPBELL, 
BILL REILLY, PATRICK HEIM and WC formed 
the family; in 1952 for a tour of eight 
mid western states it was sung and 
danced by JOAN EHEMANN, DONNA ROKNIK, 
PATRICK HEIM and V7C; In 1961 by JEANNE 
SCHULTZ, JOHN NEUMEIER, BILL BADOLATO 
and WC; rehearsals for the 1973 rendi¬ 
tion have begun with KRISTYN KOCZUR, 

MARK TRUDEAU, JOHN RAMPAGE and ANDREW 
SCHULTZ. If one shuts one's eyes in a 
room and evokes a musical memory in 
that room, one nearly always pictures 
the remembered musicals around the 
family organ. Nothing was more touching 
than a singer trying to justify the many 
human frailties - actually, we of today 
must listen to these songs of yesteryear 
with a very special sense to understand 
and love their tragic humor. 

Most of the news was given in the 
last Bulletin so there is little to 
r.'.iport ndw. Most important was the 
afrival of JULIE WALDER's baby on 
September 29th -'babies name - NICOLE 
LYNN WALDER. SUZI BOLIN and JOHN 
RAMPAGE have just finished a three week 
stint of "Cinderella" at Mill Run in 
Milwaukee. After changing jobs every 
few months for a couple of years BILL 
GATEWOOD will come to Chicago as a 
member of the "Rothschild" company - 
as a dancer. KATHY FLYNN leaves this 


week for.Germany with hopes of finding 
work in one of the many companies there. 

And wise or no - ROBIN BECKER, CYNTHIA 
BENSON and PAULA SCHAPIRO will join 
the legion of job-hunters in that Island 
off the east coast of America. NORMAN 
HINDS had a brief job with "Sesame 
Street" for the Black Expo week here. 
SUZETTE POMPEI was in over the weekend 
and dancing well - if a bit unhappy in 
New York. And locally CHARLES FIZARRO 
will be in the local production of "Zorba". 


THE GLORIOUS NORTHWEST .- 

"No refining of one's tastes in 
matter of art or literature, no sharpening 
of one’s powers of insight in matters of 
science or psychology, can ever take the 
place of one's sensitiveness to the life o- 
the earth. This is the beginning and the 
end of a person's true education." 

-John Cowper Pouys. 

B ANFF. 

With our fourth vacation in the 
northwest Rockies from Montana's Glacier 
National Park to as far north as the Jasper 
National Park, it would seem that there 
is a deep affinity between this particular 
type of. landscape and ourselves. I was 
born in the Rockies - Stone has adopted 
them. 

This year's trip began with a full 
days journey by air, via Denver to Calgary 
and then into Banff by bus. It was a 
trying but rewarding day arriving at our 
castle on the hill "The Banff Springs 
Hotel", about dinner time. The hotel's 
great red veranda is banked witi; i lowers 
and overlooks the Bow River valley. It 
is surrounded by towering Snow capped 







mountains in every direction. Probably 
the most outstanding attractioh in Banff 
is its floral display at the Civic Gardens 
and those of the Hotel itself. Outside 
of Germany I have never seen such a pro¬ 
fusion and variety of blooms. Most Prom¬ 
inent are the many-colored Nemisia from 
South Africa, the sun-loving Livingston 
Daisies, the giant Pansies and, Violas, 
the feathery Schizanthus (or poor man's 
orchid), orange and creamy yellow African 
Daisies, and every description of Poppy. 

The attitude of nature in Banff is sen- 
suously-sumptuous. These gardens are 
rampant with color and are obviously 
cared for with love and affection. 

L0U15£, 

Awakened by the activity of 
the Swallows darting back and forth 
across the window to their nests under 
the eaves, I went to our window to see 
one of the most beautiful sights in memory. 
From our eighth floor window the reflec¬ 
tion, at sunrise, of Mount Victoria and 
and its Glacier crowned with rosy-pink 
clouds; on the lake below was a scene to 
inspire the artist Monet. A window 
screen made a picture impossible so I 
dressed hurriedly and met a swarm of 
other early photographers on the shore. 

To enjoy Lake Louise fully, one 
must close one's eyes and ears to 
humanity to completely enjoy nature at 
its best. There are glorious walks 
through the woods and along the lake, 
up the flower lined mountain paths, or 
about the large Hotel grounds and its 
gardens. I could easily imagine Linneaus 
discovering for the first time the tiny 
fragrant Twin Flower on the forest floor, 
the Bunchberries (miniature Dogwood), 
the delicate Grass of Parnassus, the wild 
roses (Alberta's provlcial flower), the 
brave and hard working Saxifraga grow¬ 
ing out of the rocks (the name means 
rockcrusher), the Queen's Cup hidden 
under dense undergrowth, or in the bogs 
along the side of the lake, the Bogs 
Orchid and the magenta Elephant Ears. 

An early gardener of the Park introduced j 
the Iceland Poppy and now it has almost 


totally taken over the Hotel gardens, 
and is spreading into the mountains and 
down the streams. This Poppy can 
withstand the most frigid climate and 
is Spectacular here. This year the 
season was over a month late so many 
flowers like the majestic Delphiniums 
were not in bloom. 

The natural surrounding here has 
much to offer, but many people have 
little feeling for nature, but are 
attracted to it as ants to sugar and 
rather despoil the place. The "Happiness 
Tours" every few minutes of cackling old 
and young gill the air with ear splitting 
noises. Most stay only a night and the 
Hotel walls cannot block out their gibblt- 
gabble. In the room next to us a laughing 
woman talked most of the night. The last 
bit of wisdom I heard was, "If I only 
had our old davenport at home I could go 
right to sleep." I thought a pillow 
jammed over her face would suffice. 

A side trip from Louise to Morain.; 
Lake past Temple Mountain was a trip 
of staggering beauty. At the top 
looking down on the blue-green lake with 
ten jagged mountain peaks - ^1 10,500 
to 11,500 feet high, circling it in 
the background gave one of those never 
to be given back moments of a lifetime. 

It is said that this region is unsurpass d 
for rugged grandeur in any section of 
the Rockies. This wilderness of massive 
peaks, because of its inaccessability, 
retains an^aura of peace and tranquility. 


JASPER 

The trip from Louise to Jasper 
is a long one' through some of the most 
colorful scenery on this continent, along 
stark mountain ranges with glaciers draped 
over their heads and accompaning water¬ 
falls rushing into streams and lakes of 
crystal clear water (tinted light green 
from glacier silt). The Glacier meadows 
and roadsides are ablaze with Flreweed, 
Harebell, Yarrow and Galllardia. The 
trip is prolonged because of that tourist 
trap the Columbian Icefields, which of¬ 
fers rides over the Athabasca Glacier in 
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a jeep. Great for tourists. For my 
taste the really top attraction was 
Peyto Lake where one gets only a fast 
ten minutes to take in that fantastic 
view of endless mountain ranges fading 
into the distance. Second to that is the 
Athabasca Falls tumbling through a narrow 
deep gorge. All along the trip one 
notices the long stops are never at 
sceiiie spots but where something is being 
sold. 

Banff is social - Louise is noisy - 
but Jasper is very restful. The landscape 
is heavily wooded with a variety of deep 
green conlfets. Flower gardens adorn each 
guest cabin with Nemesla, Delphinium, 
enormous scarlet Geraniums, lacey Schi- 
zanthus, scented Stocks, Nlcotinia and 
Salpiglosis with more colors tlian an 
oriental rug. All this nestled on the 
shore of the clear water Lac Beauvert with 
native ducks and loons calling back and 
forth in the early morning hours. We 
have always had rain here but it is con¬ 
fined mostly to showers followed by 
warm sunshine. Each evening, regardless 
of how cloudy the day, at sundown the 
sun always manages to break through long 
enough to spotlight that jewel Mount 
Edith Cavell. At these times the porch 
is lined with snapping cameras hoping 
to take some of that glory home in a 
photograph. When the sun falls horizon¬ 
tally across the earth, either soon after 
sunrise or shortly befote sunset, the 
deepest springs of memory are stirred 
within one - and it is, at these times 
when one can take the most dramatic pic¬ 
tures. Each evening and several times a 
:ay 1 would walk to the shore of Lac 
t^eauvert to see the lasted affect of light 
and clouds on Edith - it was always 
different. 

At sunset, (in Jasper this was about 
9 P.M.) we boarded the Canadian Pacific 
for Vancouver. As we crossed the divide 
it was still twilight and we were able 
to see herds of elk, deer and moose 
from our compartment window. But it w^s 
soon dark and we missed the mountain 
scenery we have heard so much about. As 
trains go today, the Canadian Pacific is 


probably one of the best but still not 
what it had been in the past. By daylight 
we were along the Fraser River and followed 
it through rugged canyons all the way to 
Vancouver, through equal parts of waste¬ 
land and rich Vancouver farm land. 

Upon arrival we were met by Shirley 
and Kevin Peterman and taken to our hotel. 
Kevin is now dancing with a Canadian 
Opera Company in Toronto and had come 
home especially to see us. Kevin was 
last in our school the summer of '64. 

He was then a small boy and now has 
grown into a fine young man passionately 
Interested in dance and the coming pros¬ 
pect of working this fall with Anthony 
Tudor. 

Our two days there we were chauffered 
about by Mr. Peterman on a marvelous 
sight seeing binge. Due to their 
kindness and generosity we came away with 
a wonderful impression of that city of 
flowers and parks. 

Stanley Park, one of the cities' 
most handsome attractions, is enormously 
large and landscaped to maintain a 
natural appearance with a variety of 
evergreens, colorful deciduous trees 
and flowered and berried shrubbery. 

Early settlers set aside this area as 
a park so that it could not be commer¬ 
cialized. It is practically within the 
city. Many of the huge trees must be 
hundreds of years old. The park has 
an extensive zoo, flower gardens of 
great beauty, and every facility for 
any sport one might choose and for any 
age. And if this were not enough it 
is lined with an ocean beach for miles 
and miles. Nearby was a small and 
unusual Totem Pole Park that was of 
interest. Later, in Victoria,we were 
able to see a much more extensive 
exhibit of these carved and painted poles. 
In Victoria I much preferred the un¬ 
painted ones with their silvery weathered 
surfaces. 

Equally good is the Queen Elizabeth 
Park and its Conservatory which has a 
sunken garden in an old quary complete 
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with small lakes and rivulets lined with 
shrubs and that fascinating Mexican 
Rhubarb. The conservatory concentrates, 
on the more unusual in the floral world. 
Here we saw Agapantha, Plumbago, (both 
of which we bdcame acquainted with in 
Greece), Torch Lilies, Hibiscus, Abuliton, 
Browailia, rare Primroses, Fuschias and 
that superb Glory^Flower in royal purple. 

The Nitobe Memorial Park, an ex¬ 
quisitely designed Japanese Garden, serene 
and refreshing to the nerves. It some¬ 
how did make one want to get down on 
ones knees and say a devout prayer to 
Mother Nature. At a lonely little water¬ 
fall we did see a long haired boy, semi 
nude, in a trance dancing "T'ai Chi" 
movements ( a Chinese form of exercise). 
Flowers were rare in this emerald green 
park with the exception of an occasional 
Water Lily and Hypericum. In the spring 
it must be lovely with the Iris, Azaleas 
and Rhododendrons, favorite Japanese 
flowers. 


VICTORIA . 

The city of Victoria is two i 
things - The ESnpress Hotel and the But- 
chart Gardens,; both are attractions 
well worth seeing. Somehow one expects 
to find the city in the same vintage : 
aS the hotel but dt is just: like every 
other North American City. The Hotel 
maintains an elegance from the turn of 
the century that is comfortable and 
charming despite the tremendous crowds 
it accommodates. The Butchart Gardens 
are fantastic in the size of the area 
they 'cover and the massed beds of flowers. 

A staff of 175 workers inaintain it to keep 
the gardens in tip-top shape daily and 
people are destructive, so the job is. 
constant. The flowers are mainly old 
fashioned garden flowers but are clustered' 
in designed beds to make an eye-filling 
spectacle. The flowers that stand out 
in my memory were the masses of sky blue 
Ageratums, the Rose beds and the veranda 
ttf hanging tuberous Begonias. As star ti¬ 
ling as the flower beds,are,the trees 
and shrubbery that surround th^. Very 
special are the red and yellow cut-leaved- 


Maples which are delicate, graceful and 
caught up by the light. The interspersed 
Golden Cedars always seem touched with 
perpetual sunlight. 

The less said about the trip by ferry 
to Seattle the better. It was frankly a 
very crowded nightmare with too much, 
humanity. The Gray Line gives without 
doubt the rudest service in the entire 
world. Retriving our baggage in Seattle 
was like getting caught in a stampede of 
Buffalo. Because of our very late arrival, 
we missed Charles Bennett who was to 
meet us early in the evening. 

The only redeeming feature of that 
ferry trip was the sunset coming into 
Puget.Sound. It is said that the most 
colorful sunsets in the world can be 
seen here and I believe it. Both this 
time and on two preylous entries into 
the Sound they have been extremely, 
colorful. 

MOUNT RANIER 

Mt. Ranicr could have been a let 
down after the magnlficant scenery we 
had' seen on the first part of our trip. 

Each area had its own character so that 
one is constantly ohanging one's mind as 
to which is the most impressive. But I 
must say. thatRanler Park almost tops 
them all. W,e stayed at Paradise Inn and 
if it is not right at the gate of Paradise, 
it is mighty close. It is frankly rustic 
and very comfor table, ■Mount Ranier, - 

towering, Ice-'clad , dormant volcano, domi¬ 
nates the area. It wore a crown of 
smoldering clouds during our entire visit 
that descended occasionally and enveloped 
everything in mist. There is wild life 
all about you,,water falls, rushing 
streams 5 glaciers, (huge ones), sudden 
storms and bursting sunshine. Alpine 
meadows of gorgeous wild flowers between 
islands of last winters snow. These 
flowers are beyond description. The, vivid 
green meadows are colored with white 
Avalanche Lilies, yellow Glacier Lilies, 
Anenomes,' mountain Heliotrope, Sky blue 
Lupins, magenta Indian Pain Brush, Yellow 
Buttercups, Arnica and Cinquefoil also 
yellow. 






PORTLAND AND SEASIDE 




My Nephew, Edward,called for us at 
Paradise Inn to drive us into Portland, 
a drive from north to south across the 
state of Washington through fertile 
farmland and orchards. I especially 
enjoyed getting reacquainted with Eddie 
and Lorna and their fine family as they 
had pulled out of Montana years ago and 
were never home when I was there. They 
have a lovely home nestled in the tall 
pines and with three bright intelligent 
youngsters approaching college ages. 

During our stay in Portland, they 
drove us constantly to many gardens and 
parks within the city; also up the scenic 
Columbian River Gorge and on up to Mount 
Hood. Portland is usually designated as 
the City of Roses, which it certainly is 
- - but it is much more than that. No 
matter where you are in the city you are 
only a moments drive from a tree-bowered 
drive that suggests the wilderness. The 
city, built on both sides of the Columbia 
River on the surrounding hills, is both 
modern and old fashioned. Everyone who 
visits is warned by their Governor - 
'*Come to Oregon and spend your money - 
but don't stay - on second thought maybe 
you had not better come.*' What they 
don't want is the riff-raff from Cali¬ 
fornia. It is easy to understand the 
Governor's reasoning because it would 
be easy to fall in love with Oregon and 
make you want to stay, whether or not 
you could make a living there. 


Because of the Northwest Airline 
strike we were unable to get to Montana 
as planned so we ended our vacation with 
a pleasant lazy week at Seaside Oregon. 
Here we just gave up to the warmth of the 
sun - sunbathing and walking daily. 
Seaside is a perfect place to rest for 
there is little to do but enjoy the 
ocean with probably the most perfect 
beach in the world. 

It is indeed only when we are, for 
a little while, quite alone with nature, 
that our basic philosophy falls into 
focus and we are able to see things in 
true prospection; all of which is the 
essential reason for any vacation. So 
we returned refreshed by this month in 
the out of doors to tackle another 
year buried in our "concrete canyon" on 
Madison street. 

But how difficult it is to come 
back from all this cleanliness of nature 
to the world of frightful headlines - - 
what has happened to the human race? 


******* 
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